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green pastures when he left London, had always
appealed to him.

On and on went the car, down Wrotham Hill,
till It came to the quiet valley where Clifton stood.

He turned in at his own drive.

Dorcen was not in. She had gone out with
Mr. Flower, Hilda Neale told himt but there was
some tea on the lo^^ia- Would he like it new?

"Ye$, please," he "said.

In a sense he was sorry that Doreen was out,
hecause he had wanted to tell her the story of the
day. The girl in the green frock, the opal left in
the car, the verdict which had made him so
miserable, and tKerTtUfe lucky little black cat who
had pat fresh heart into him.

Yet he hesitated that perhaps it was wrong to
tell her of the verdict; it would worry her possibly*
and he did not like the idea.

Yet he was in one of those moods which wish
to talk, and for this reason, when he settled down
in the chaise-longue on the loggia with Hilda
Xeale opposite to him, it seemed to be the most
natural thing in all the world to talk to her.

** Well?" said she, for she knew his moods and
realised exactly how he felt.

" I saw the doctor."

MI hope that he gave a good verdict"

" He didn't. Not really! I don't want any of
this to go further. My wife mustn't know.**

She looked at him in a startled fashion, and
her mouth began to twitch. He had alwsyt
known that she cared for him, and he felt at tifcfii
particular moment that he wanted to lean on
She was older, more forceful, and, although